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Momentous Decision 


Our trip to lizard men 
valley stayed with me. 
Finding Honor in one so 
blood soaked as to be 
called a Dread Lady shook 
what I thought of as the 
natural order of things. 
My experience had led me 
to believe that murders 
gang up and kill those 
least likely to fight back. 
Nowhere had I ever seen 
a killer help someone 
simply because it was no 
challenge to slaughter 
them. In many ways that 
helped me to understand 
myself, for if even 
someone like her could 
have Honor, then no one 
was lost to the Virtues 
forever. Now that my 
brother and I had a 
personal reason not to 
take unknown gates, we 
started ranging north of 
Britain. Our destination 
was of course the 
dungeon of Despise. We 
practiced survival in case 
of disaster along the 
way. We even found that 
in an emergency Mongbat 
stakes are edible, though 
they taste horrible. We 
finally found ourselves at 


the entrance to that 
formidable place. The 
entryway is itself a small 
area, and it immediately 
gives one the option of 
going up or down. Relying 
on the information we 

had gathered, we headed 
up. Just as we had been 
told the majority of the 
top level was lizard men. 
These we already knew 

how to kill quite 
effectively, and this tribe 
turned out to be bad 

hosts just like their 
brethren in the valley. 

We introduced them to 

the consequences of rude 
behavior, but they ignored 
our lessons just as their 
kin had. Here they 
apparently had some 
competition in the form 

of rat men. The few 

times that we hid and 
watched things while 
resting, we saw the two 
groups duke it out. We 
would let them wear 
themselves out and then 
finish the job they 
started. There was also 
some problems with pest 
control, for scorpions and 
slimes also ran around 
unchecked. We were 
learning the layout when 
we found a strange tile 
with unusual markings on 
it. I admit I almost had a 
heart attack when 

Aleeeair stepped on the 
tile to look closer at the 
markings and then 
disappeared! He 
immediately came back 
before I could move. The 
mystery was quickly 


explained. The tiles were 
some form of ancient 
teleporter. They just 
went from one side of 

the oor to the other 
side. Still it was a very 
strange and unsettling 
way to find out about it. 
Frankly after a week of 
culling the rats, lizards, 
scorpions, and slimes we 
were starting to feel like 
exterminators. We decided 
to move down to the 
second oor before we 
keeled over on boredom. 
The second oor, we 

found, still had lizard men 
and rat men, but on this 
coor they were the 

lowest life form. Or more 
accurately the lowest 
monsters. You couldn’t 

say life forms because 
the two most successful 
monsters on this oor 
happened to be undead. 
there were also gazers 
running around, but they 
tended to avoid the 
undead and eat the rats 
and the lizards. I suppose 
the undead were hard to 
fight from the 
perspective of creatures 
that used biting as a 
large part of their 
attack. After all Zombies 
are not very hard to kill, 
but if you have to taste 
it in order to kill it, well 
lets just say I 

understand why they were 
avoided. In a way we 
helped those rats and 
lizards, for we wiped out 
large amounts of the 
undead. It was while we 
were exploring that we 


ran into a fellow warrior 
by the name of Sendor. 

He was exploring, like us, 
and he offered to join 
efforts with us. Together 
we cut through the 
monsters like a scythe, 
putting the dead to rest, 
and the living to death. 
We worked well together, 
and he began urging us 

to go down to the next 
level where the truly evil 
monsters resided. From 
our information, we knew 
we could not survive long 
against what lived down 
there. Yet about then, 

we received word that 

our meeting with the 
elite traders had been 
approved, and it could be 
set for any time after 

we returned to town. We 
knew that with proper 
magical aid we would 
indeed be able to take on 
the lowest level of this 
dungeon. We told Sendor 
of our plans and 
immediately set out for 
Britain. Once in Britain 
we set up the meeting, 
and contacted a specialist 
in magical items that our 
friend had recommended. 
Once there, we went 
through their stock 
carefully, going over what 
we needed with our 
specialist. In the end he 
was worth his weight in 
gold, although he almost 
cost us that much.I 
myself had a complete 
chain mail suit anda 
powerful sword. Alceeair 
had a more piecemeal suit 
of armor, but his sword 


was the equal of mine. 
There was no doubt that 
these were the best 

suits that money could 
buy. So skillfully had our 
specialist bargained with 
the traders, that we only 
had one gold between us 
to call our own after the 
sale. Had we done without 
him we would have had 
half the items, and those 
would have cost twice 
what we paid. Cloaked in 
the security of our new 
magic items, but still 
wary, we made our way 
back to Despise. Sendor 
had waited for us, and 
his fawning over our 
armor and weapons was 
pleasing, although it was 
a bit exaggerated. At 
some point I’m sure one 
of the bards would have 
told you we girded our 
loins before going forth. 
However I’ve never 
learned how to gird, and I 
prefer not to show my 
loins off to others. 
Instead we just headed 
for the third oor 
stairs. As we had 
expected there were some 
truly terrible monsters 
living on that third oor. 
We quietly moved around 
and ambushed single 
monsters to help even up 
the odds. Elementals were 
some of the simplest of 
our new foes, while the 
liches occasionally caused 
us some problems. We 

were even able to take 

on a daemon that had 

been wounded elsewhere, 
and take him down. We 


studiously avoided the 
drakes however, for they 
tended to cluster around 
one another in the great 
cavern. There was almost 
no way to fight just one. 
There were occasional 
times when the great 
cavern was empty of 
drakes and dragons. 
Sendor had an idea. We 
could watch for the 
great cavern to empty, 
then sneak in an steal 
away what treasure the 
dragons and drakes had 
collected. Even though 
there would still be 
scorpions and other 
monster to deal with, we 
thought this a fine idea, 
and we did just that. As 
we entered the cavern, 
Sendor raced ahead of us 
running as fast as he 
could. We stood gaping at 
him, for the idiot was 
attracting every monster 
still there, and in short 
order a legion of them 
were following him. Then 
the idiot started running 
towards us, and we 
frantically waved him 
away. He sped past us at 
a remarkable clip, and 
then stopped. He 
muttered some mystical 
words, and suddenly 
disappeared. Out of 
nowhere a scorpion’s 
stinger slammed into my 
head and knocked me 

from my feet. In almost 
no time we were 
surrounded by more 
monsters than we could 
count, and we were 
getting hit so fast we 


could not even draw our 
swords. In very little 
time we were both seeing 
grey. As we numbly stood 
as ghosts we saw Sendor 
appear and again lead the 
monsters off. Once he 

had them on the other 
side of the cavern he 
recalled again, leaving 
them there. Shortly he 
came and looted our 
corpses, laughing the 
whole time about ignorant 
fools. My brother tried 
to pull me away so we 
could get resurrected, but 
I resisted. Everything we 
had was gone. No money, 
armor, weapons, or even 
tools of a trade to 
reestablish ourselves. 
Despair crept over me, 
and I refused to leave 

my decaying body. My 
brother left, knowing he 
could do no more. I 
stayed. My body decayed. 
I cared not. 
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